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To these and other tributes Moncrif adds idyls
and romances of his own, while regretting that it
never occurred to Theocritus to write a bergerie de
chats. He tells stories of blameless pussies beloved
by Fontanelle and La Fontaine, and quotes Marot
in praise of " the green-eyed Venus/' But he
tears himself away at last from all these historical
reminiscences, and in his eleventh letter he deals
with cats as they are. We hasten as lightly as
possible over a story of the disinterestedness of a
feline H61oi"se, which is too pathetic for a nineteenth-
century ear. But we may repeat the touching
anecdote of Bayle's friend, Mile. Dupuy. This
lady excelled to a surprising degree in playing the
harp, and she attributed her excellence in this
accomplishment to her cat, whose critical taste
was only equalled by his close attention to Mile.
Dupuy's performance. She felt that she owed so
much to this cat, under whose care her reputation
for skill on the harp had become universal, that
when she died she left him, in her will, one agreeable
house in town and another in the country. To this
bequest she added a revenue sufficient to supply
all the requirements of a well-bred tom-cat, and at
the same time she left pensions to certain persons
whose duty it should be to wait upon him. Her
ignoble family contested the will, and there was
a long suit, Moncrif gives a handsome double-
plate illustration of this incident. Mile. Dupuy,
sadly wasted by illness, is seen in bed, with her cat
in her arms, dictating her will to the family lawyer
in a periwig; her physician is also present.

This leads me to speak of the illustrations to